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cNoi hath she failed to fulfil her vow. '
LThen say this to him from woeful me:

10  boaster of love and of constancy,

i          cTo me life's harem is now shut fast,

'I am free of joy and delight at last.
'0 come thoii hither, make no delay;
CI am waiting for thee, do not heedless stay.
cSo thou likewise art of faithful plight,
'Bide not, but abandon the world forthright.
^Come, let us love as our hearts are fain,
4n a land where is none to work us pain.

11  have found the way to the realms of peace,
1 Where taunts of friends and of rivals cease.
LIf me once more thou art fain to see,

cln the name of God come hither to me.'
When of her charge she had made an end,
That wayfarer forth on her way did wend.
She called on her lover fond and kind,
And yearning for him, her soul resigned.

The following little story from the Wine and Nepenthe
occurs in the message which King Wine sends to his rival
when demanding his submission,- it is intended to illustrate
the evil results of the opiate and the good effects of wine.

From the Beng u Bada.  [205]

There was once a toper in Isfahan,
Like to beng, a merry-headed man.
In a fair pavilion he made hi& stay,
Wheie he plied the wine-cup night and day.
It befell one day that this booser's lot
Of wine, like th' elixir of life, was not.
From his last carouse his head was soie,
So he took some beng the pain to cure.
The opiate attacked him in every part,
And darknesb rusted his miiroi-heart.

i That she would die if not united with Mejniin.